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v/itli his investigations, lie winds up, and tlie string

brings him into eami) again."

"TJie very idea!" exclaimed ]\riss Merril.

"J^right man!" elionis;(l the fair voyagers.

"His spools hold a mile of string, and he generally

carries his pockets full of 'em," pursued -Mr. Sndth,

gallantly presenting a toasted marshmallow to each oi'

his guests. "J. say, ^liss Daisy, don't you want some

pink water-lilies? 1 know where there's a grist of 'em

—beauties, too."

''You go, Peggy," said ^Miss ^lerril indulgently.

"I'll stop here and rest, I'm too comfortable to move. '

Then ]n'odueing a volume from the pocket of her

jacket, the young lady settled hack in her luxurious

chair.

Before proceeding further with this narrative, it

must be distinctly understood that Miss Marie Merril

"W^as a young j)erson in whose veins ran certain streams

of genuine blue blood.

"J am grieved and astonished, my dear ^larie, " once

remarked Aliss (Cornelia Scarmore, principal of tho

Scarmore Select School for Young Ladies, "to learn that

you, a young person of the most admlirable birth and

breeding, should for ciui monumt have become so nds-

chievous and daring." ]\Iiss Scarmore had made tho

painful discovery that certain of her "select" j^oung

ladies, under the leadership of ^liss ]Marie ^Merril, had

walked out of the protecting wall of the S. S. S. Y. L.

Avithout a cluiperone; and that, thus alone and unpro-

tected, they had pressed into service a team of horses

and an empty hay wagon and had taken a ride therein

through the principal streets of the town.

The day was warm and IMarie dropped her book, to

fix her undivided attention upon the antics of a pair

of squirrels on a tree. As she was thus gazing her eyes

were arrested by the big spool dangling from a branch

just above her head. As. she gazed at this simple object

Miss ]\Ierril completely forgot lier position in society.

"This is a cobweb party," she said solemnly, "the

scientific old ])rofessor and his box of bugs is the prize.'"

With that, this model of all nice girls began to walk

away into the woods, winding up the cord as she went.

Through winding trails and trackless wastes of

sweet fern, where the gnats bit fiercely; through dense

blackberry thickets which clutched her savagely in

their thorny arms; over fallen logs and past swamps

where the boots sank ankle deep. Deeper into the path-

less woods led the slender clew.

"It's simply barrels of fun!" sighed the l)old ad-

venturess, as she sank breathless on a bank to rest, "but

—I believe I'll go back without my i)rize. It must bo

nearly dinner-time."

Then she spra]ig to her feet with an air of decision.

"I must go back at once; we ought not to have stopped

at all."

She glanced down at the bulky form of the big

brown spool, and the full extent of her folly dawned

suddenly upon her. "How can I go back? I've wound
up the cord."

"I have come a mile," she refiected, sitting up and

v/iping her eyes, "for this spool is full, and number tA\o

hangs in the bushes yonder."

The idea of surprising an elderly student of science,

at his labors had been gradually growing less and less

attractive: and now after a period of serious reflection

it ceased to appear either funny or fascinating in the

slightest degree.

"He is undoubtedly a person who would be politely,

sarcastically and crushingly disagreeable because I had

ventured to meddle witli his absurd spools," decided

]Miss 3Ierril soberly.

She decided to retrace her steps back to the camp

but after a long and weary two-hour walk, no camp nor

any blue Avater was in sight. She again retraced her

steps back to the second spool of thread which hung in

the bushes.

Miss Merril sat down U])on a mossy log and shed

tears for fully five minutes. "I shall never find it

—

never!"' she wailed, grinding the inno(ient cause of her

misadventure brueath her l)oot heels. "But, oh, how

can ] let that man find me, as he certainly Avill if I

hold to this wretched s])ool ? I can't, if 1 luive to die

of slow starvation—and 1 am so hungry. But suppose

I leav(> it here, the unsuspecting old gentleman will

wind up to it, and then he Avill have nothing 1o go by."

"No, I must not leave him to perish—itWould be

murder!" she said Avith a shudder. "I will find him

and tell him what I have done."

James Uarder glanced hastily over the closely writ-

ten pages of his notebook, snapped tlie cover of his tin

specimen case and rose to his feet.

"It must be getting along toward sunset," he re-

flected, as he glanced at his watch. "Good day's work,

though; 1 shouldn't like to have nnssod that scarlet-

headed Arachnida."

He paused to drop a full spool into his pocket and

disengage an empty one from the limb of a mighty

<pruce.

"elove!" be muttered, "1 forgot to eat my lunch I

A more useful device to save valuable time than this

simple system of spools was never devised, " he decided.

"At this moment 1 am approximately one and one-half

miles from supper; witli no doubtful trail to follow,

no delays to puzzle over direction, no uncertainty as to

the exact point at which I shall^" He stopped short,

his keen ears had caught the sound of crackling

branches. "A deer!" he muttered, "and coming right

this way!"

Arachnida, Coleoptera, spools and other insects Avero

forgotten on the instant, and the bug-bunter, alert and


